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Who's Gonna Drive You Home Tonight? 


Author's Notes: 


Hello! | hope this little vignette will make you smile and it's not too fluffy for your tastes. | just felt like making 
them be sweet with each other.. Have a merry Ficmas! 

PS: added note on Dec, 22: | swear this fic was posted under the tree way before you posted the two stories 
with Eddie and Chris and the dance classes.. How odd a coincidence.. 


Chris closed the door and put the lock on when the last few quests had left. 
Eddie stood up and stretched, and checked his watch. It was almost 2 o'clock. 
The party for Eddie's 50th’ birthday was over. The location - an old brewery - was beautifully restored and 


not too large. It had been a perfect setting for a low-key and intimate affair, with just their close family and 
friends and their respective bands. 


"It was a really good party," Eddie said when Chris walked back inside the main room. "Thank you for organizing 
all this, and choosing this place, it was great.' 


"No problem, Eddie.. Anything for you." 
Eddie blushed and Chris noticed. 
"What?" Chris asked. 


"Nothing except that you can still make me blush, after all these years. It's the little things you say.. And the 
way you say them. | like it.” 


Chris smiled and walked to the back of the room. He turned off the main lights and dimmed the remaining ones 
before returning where Eddie stood, in the middle of the room. 


"We should go home, | guess." 

"You're tired?," Chris asked while affectionately running the back of his hand on Eddie's cheek. 
"Not really but.. There's no one left, so the party's over." 

"Yes, but there's still something | have in store for you. A small surprise." 

Eddie frowned. 

| had said ‘no gift, remember?" 


"| know. Its not a gift like that.. It's something | know you like and I've not been very good at but I've 


improved." 
Eddie was staring at Chris curiously. What was he talking about? 
"Stay here," Chris told Eddie. 


Chris headed towards the end of the bar area, where there was a console with a turntable. They had 
connected it to the venue sound system for the evening so guests could go and play DJ with whatever albums 


they picked from the LP collection that was available. 


Just before leaving and going back home, Chris had planned to play one last song for Eddie, when everyone 


would have been gone. 


Chris reached behind the bar, where he had hidden a specific single. He put it on and walked back to join Eddie. 


Chris approached closer and extended his hand towards his partner. 


"Dance with me, please," Chris said. 
Eddie looked at him wide-eyed and chuckled. 
"You don't like to dance." 


"| know, and | know | suck at it, but I've been taking classes, ‘cause you like it and we never do it, so... Will you 


dance with me?" 

Eddie was surprised to hear Chris tell him this. Chris was an incredibly talented musician and artist but 
somehow he didn't like dancing with someone else. Eddie knew that very well and just hearing that Chris had 
apparently been taking classes to improve in that department was a big deal to him. 

As their relationship had evolved over the years and become public, Eddie and him had been to many parties 
where people would dance but Chris, as nice and accommodating as he was with his partner, would never agree 
to dance with him in public. It was not because he didn't want to be seen or have his picture taken dancing 
with Eddie but simply because he was quite self-conscious about his poor dancing skills and didn't want to get 


embarrassed. 


The music began to play. The song sounded familiar but Eddie didn't recall the title till the lyrics started. It was 
Drive by The Cars. A classic 80's song but an odd choice for Chris. 


Eddie finally took Chris' hand. Chris pulled him closer and started to dance. Eddie was still a little bewildered at 


the situation but he was enjoying very much to be in Chris‘ arms and having him lead their slow dance. 
"Peculiar song choice," Eddie said while looking up at Chris. 

"You think so?" 

"Yeah... Or.. Is there a hidden message in there?" 

Chris smiled. 

"Not a message... Rather a memory." 

Eddie tried to think but he was too distracted to do so. 

"Sorry, doesn't ring any bell" 

"The first time we really hooked up.. Actually right before we did so in my car... You were pretty drunk, we 


were both leaving this bar together and you were looking a bit lost, standing on the sidewalk in the cold... | 
walked up to you and just thought of this cheesy line.. Who's gonna drive you home tonight? " 


Eddie stopped dancing for a second, then he moved again but looked at Chris with a slight embarrassed blush. 


"l. Don't recall any of this.. Well, | kinda recall we made out.. And you slept at my place, but not your oh-so 


smooth pick-up line." 


"No surprise. You were pretty wasted.. But | remember," Chris said as he ran one of his hands in Eddie's 


shorter hair. 
"You really said that to me?," Eddie asked again 

"Yep... was drunk too, less than you, though, that's why | remember" 
Eddie laughed 

"And what did | reply?" 


"You didn't reply anything. You shoved your tongue into my mouth and | took it as a sign you'd be ok if | drove 


you home." 
Eddie laughed again. 


"Yeah, | might have done that... | was young and impulsive in my younger days. And you were too good looking 


for me to resist." 


Eddie snaked one hand behind Chris‘ neck and pulled him closer to kiss him. Chris kissed back but didn't stop 


dancing. 

"You're still impulsive and passionate and.. All those stuff | love about you." 
"And you're still too good looking for me to resist," Eddie added. 

Chris smirked and gave Eddie's ass a gentle squeeze. 


"If you're still not too tired.. We have the place all for ourselves now so do you wanna get frisky on the couch 


in the corner over there?" 
"Get frisky?," Eddie repeated. "How can | say no when you talk to me like that, my darling?" 


Chris pulled Eddie flush against him and walked him towards the back of the venue for a more private 


celebration. 


